SUNG 
At WrnsTaAr on the 19" of April 1770, 
WHEN 


Sir WATKIN WILLIAMS WYNNE came of Age. 


To the Tu ne of, The Bellifle March. 
ny 
L L hail to the Meeting of this happy Day! 


A 


Be chearful, be ſprightly, good humour'd, and gay ; 
E xpell from each Boſom all Sorrow and Care; 

For this joytul Morning gave Hynſtay an Heir: 

Then join in the Chorus, and eccho the Lay, 

That hails the fair Meeting of this happy Day. 


II. 


Ye Halls, and ye Towers, the Boaſt of Old Time, 
Where Plenty and Bounty long honour'd our Clime, 
Your old Hoſpitality now is reſtor'd, 

For this feſtal Morning gives Mynſtay a Lord: 
Then let your Walls eccho with our choral Lay, 
And hail the glad Meeting of this happy Dev. 


Per 4 


III. 


Ye Mountains of Cambria, tremendous and creat, 
So rugged, ſo lofty, fair Freedom's Retreat, 
Behold, a Young Chief your brown Slopes fha!l adorn, 
And round you rich Plenty ſhall empty her Horn : 
Then let your proud Summits re-ceccho the Lay, 


And join in the Chorus on this happy Day. 


IV. 


Ye Cliffs, and ye Vallies, ſo wild and fo deep, 
Ye Waters fo limpid, that foam down each Steep, 
And thou ancient Deva, * adown thy dark Stream 
Re-eccho our Lays, for your WaTx1N's the Theme; 
Around your Retreats ſo ſequeſter'd convey 


The choral Rejoicing of this happy Day. 


V. 


Ye Sons of the Druids, ye Minftrels and Bard:, 
So honour'd of Old, and ſo heap'd with Rewards, 
No longer your Laurels as wither'4 deplore, 
For fee a young WXXXE, your loſt :onours reſtore : 
Then raiſe high your Harps all, and pour forth the Lay, 
To hail the glad Mecting ©! this happy Day. 


VI. 


Ye Oft-fpring of Brutus, your W ATKIN butcld, 
He's ſprung from your Princes and Heroes of old; 
From him may a Race of firm Patriots deſcend, 
Your Rights to aſſert, and your Freedom defend: 
Then raiſe high your Voices, and join in the Lay, 


That hails the glad Meeting of this happy Day. 


* The River Dr. 


VII. 


nd thou honour'd Shade of his Father, fo lov'd, 


So noble, ſo generous, admir'd and approv'd, 
Nay this Son of tny Hopes prove the Heir of thy Worth, 
And full from his Heart all thy Virtues beam forth; 
Then long ſhall ye Hritens pour forth the bleſt Lay, 


That hails the Remembrance of this happy Day. 


VIII. 


What tho' no fair Lady now graces his Board, 
All lovely and gentle (a Loſs how deplor'd!) 
Soon, ſoon, O ye Britons, may ſome choſen Fair, 
Revive all your Hopes, and remove all his Care : 


Then, then, ſhall ye meet and renew the glad Lay, 


And That be recorded a more happy Day. 


